The Life a»d'I>uth 

Thoti ihew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching flcrne murther how to butcher thees 
That which in rneane men we intitle patience 

3s pale cold cowardife in noble brealts ? 

W hat fhall I fay, to fafegard thineownc life. 

The beft way is to vengc my giefters death* 

Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubmtiite - 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight. 

Hath caus’d bis death , . the which if wrongfully ■ 

Let heaven revenge : for I may neuerlifc 
An angry arme againft his Minitter* 

Dtit. W here then ( alas ) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan.lo heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
jD^r.Why then I will : farewell old Ga»»t» 

Thou go’ft to Coventry, there to behold ■ 

Our Cofin Hereford , and fell -Morvhray fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs onJferefords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes bread : 

Or ifmisfortune mifle the firft carreere, 

Be Moyobrayes finnes fo heavy in his bofbme, 

1 hat they may breakehis foaming courfcrsbackc. 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lids, 

A C ay tiffe recreant to my Cofiu Hereford, 

Farewell old thy fom.etimes brothers wife j 

With her companion Grecfe , mud cnxi her life. , 

Gm. Sider fare well j I mud to Couentry, 

As much good day with thee , as go with me.. 

Yet one word more Gteefe boundeth where it ‘ 
Not with the empty hollovvnede, but w,eight. ( falls, - 
I take my leaue beforcl haue begun, 

For forrow ends not :whenitfeemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Sdwdrd Torke^ 

Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

T hough this bead, do nor fo quickely goe, 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 

With all good fpeed at Plejhie vifite me* 

Alacke,and what diall good old Torke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and uniurniih’d walks. 


of Richard the fecond. 

Ahdmake ns wade even incur kindreds blood: 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 

You Cofin Hereford , uponpaine of death. 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields^ 
Shall not rcgrect our faitft'Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths of banidiment. 

BhI. Your will be done : this mu ft my comfort be,' 
That Sunne that warmes you here fhall fliineon mi: 
And thofe his golden beames to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and glide my banifhment. 

/^;c/&*Norfolke: for thee remaines a heavierdoomc* 
Which I with feme unwillingneffe pronounce, 
Theflye flow houres fhall not determinate ■ 

The dateleffe limit of thy dcare exile s 
The hopel^V/ord, of never to returhe, 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. 

Mono. A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege, ' 
And all unlock’d, for from your Highneffe mouth : 

A deerermerit, notfodeepe a maimej 
As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Havel defervedat your Highneffe hands. 

The Language jl have learn a thefe forty yeares ’ ' 

(My na tive Englifli ) now I muft forgoe , 

And now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unttringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning • Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 
That knowes no touch to tune the harmonyi 
Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue • 
Doubly puccnllitt with my teeth and lips. 

And dull,unfeeling','barren' ignoranccj - 
Is made my.’gaolec to attend on me: ■ 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now ; 

What is thy fentence thcn,Ibut fpeechleife death. 

Which robs my tongue frombreatheing native breath ?' ' 
It boots thee not to becompaffionate. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 





